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IH£ TiilAL OF THE FUGITIVE.. rj

rcineifttntt of the trial of Bar**
' th- rt'fbrat ion of Religious Anniversaries tu

Hoitcn. ___

tat we not in raorod p looes,
On those festive days ?

Wok, wo cot in palace churches.
Songs of joy and praise?

Yet fail oft the soul would wander
I rora its homo away ;

Ihonjrbts within us stirred, unhidden,
ToiLti that would cot stay.

\» u, u lie. the God we worship,
Is this fallowed throng ?

Te'i as, doss Eternal Justico
T His mice belong?

Df 3 He truly hate oppression,
Uhose followers we are?

VTo wai h?il la® Almighty Fattier,
UI.3 nalure do w* share?

r. Lii K1-rK<I Hi fairer ebB it «o,
Wreathing r.rtJStL,

. .7. dr>ei II® pass by, forgetful,
The lowly and tb® bound?

Evil angels, do they blind as,
Ami oar soals begtzile ?

We who ia His presene® gather.
On as does Ho smile?

Who dares stir the rabid monster,
In oar midst at rest?

All around oar homes and hearth-stones,
Com that shape anblest.

Trailing foaily o'er God's altars.
Hangs the loathsome thing;

Hearts of men within them falling.
Turn they shuddering.

Who will face the dragon boldly,
Bid him turn and flee?

Christian hearts, where'er ye cluster,
bonis in Christ made free,

Ye who claim to be God's ohiidren,
Of lils Ioto partake

btrcngth He giveth to His chosen,
To his work awake!

M. A. C.
Chelsea, Md$jichusetl$.
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LEONARD WRAY.
A BOHAHCE OPMODKBN BISTOBT.

bt'.e author of " The Chronicles of the Hostile,"
" 'I'm RmLassy," " The Yule Log," " Thtlip of
Lutctia," fie.

CHAP. XIII.
Zackariak Grit acquires Knowledge.

1:1 have boen locking for you with impatient-observed Martin to Zachariah Grit, aa

he admitted tho latter to tho den in the Hue
St. Jr.r.e.

u And I've bocn hunting for you for the last
honr '; rntorted Grit. " Un one street and
do*a another, in courts, and up stops, and
through passages, no end of ;em. What with
the crocked streets and the crookedcr lingo, I
couldn't get along no ways pleasant Darn the
lAUy-wooin'. But hero I am, at last."
They Bat down.Martin in the large chair,

Grit by his udo. A lamp was burning, and
the fire, though only smouldering, still gave*out
fufficioot heat to make the temperature of the
%!ace tolerable They had a purpose, evidentlyror 'nc vw w«re wasted before they ent-.reduyon the business for which they had
met, except an observation from Grit, to the
(,2> t that ho considered it a fortunate circum( tHccothatMartin spoko a civilized language,
mewing Eaglish.

-I have found it of use," remarked Martin,
ss he sorted some slips of paper covered with
fgure*, which ho placed beforo Grit. "I am
indebted for my knowledge of it to the Englishmanwho gave mo the firdt idea which led
to my grand citoovery. Ah, sir, if I had only
had money enough to go on, 1 could havo ruined
every bar.k in Paris, or elsewhere."

' ^pco'Utin' on ch&rtoos aint noways inCvtirugiobservedZach, with a shrewd, koen
::-eo3 at his companion. "I never know'd
n ich good coko of it in the money-makin'
h:.j. You see, if you gets a streak o' luck on#

-j, jcu're e'«.n turnout sure to try chances for
Utter tho next; but it don't come al'ays.N w, I never had no science. It's all luck with

Ei-. When I see# there's a run on a partio'lar
X mbcr, or on a partic'Iar color, I backs it at

odds. Sometimes 1 wins, but sometimes 1
K bit. tarnation hard. too. Yes. sir !"

"1 t;ll ycu it is to be done," said Martin ;' I've proved it over and over again. Look at
ill tii so books. They are treatises on the

if numbers, on the theory of probabilit'J or. the doctrine of the certainty ot ohances.
c ii,.t another eolieotion like it in the

w<.rld. When I wao comparatively a rich
tiia. they were my constant study night and
0 .v. Oi them, and on the experience of thouaiiusof visits to the tables, when gambling

were permitted by law, I established
my theory, and tertbd its accuracy, only I nev

oculd g. lar enough. But it is to be done,1 is to bti d >ne. All I want is some one rich
< to back b.c. I will answer for its suo«cHe "poke with all the earnestness of in'-uatien,but with a wildness of manner that
I 'trajed a secret remorso, lying deep, deepdo*n in his hezrt, and then preying on the
best and nobleet impulses of his nature. He
drew his chair close up to the side of Grit, and,
pa-Mnw frum paper to paper, explained the
principle according to which he had demonseated.to his own Biti-.faction, that if carried
out to the end, a mac, being possessed of a oerta:nsum, might go to the gambling-table and
realize in one night an enormous fortune. Forthe time, bis whole toul Bet-mod given np to theelucidation of his grand discovery, so as tobring it down to the level of Grit's understand'i-g.At last La came to an end. " At least ahundred time9 1 have been on the point of realzing my hopes,"' he added; "bat just as theTriiawes in my graep, it has teen snatchedfrom me.all fcr the want of a little more tovtikc."
Ha looked at Z rchariab, as if for aaxxpreejn of ai«6c^t. "My 'pinion is," exclaimed

worthy, " that money got this yer way' 'cr uiii tubody much good. If it wan't fort.ie ereitcment, people wouldn't go to the
ling-tables. They begins it for the sen»At:onof the thing a'moet, and then they getsL:a2?ed into it furder and furder, till there ain't

J® 8tcPping on 'cm, and they can't hold baoktatmseivep. Have you got any ohil'ea ? "
-V| ^ri.a g haggard features turned of a gbastyhue. He hesitated a moment, and thenHammered cut, "Why?"

< ^.acaue® ' pities 'em if you have, that's a
answered Grit. " It you hAven't^ it aint
ench account. Have you ? "-»1 JkTtm gasped out the words, M A daughter."iLere was a pause, during whioh Zatj^ariah;tred the papers which Martin bad placed in

- '*b over aud over,'apparently considerwbathe should say. At leDgth he brokewlenec:
Look here," ho said. " Mister, ii^don't*tcw what other name you've got besides MarIUa"

L P.vi - . . - - .

van mo Martin," replied tho other; "I
tth-3 ' 'C^ ceMe^ 10 b* known by any

Well, then, Mister Martin," resumed Grit,1 vron't have a band in this yer epec'lation.den t prumiee no good for the conscience.
uta I met yon at the gambling-table, 1 seen

*°a to bo one of them dosp'reto teotorers as
'Qrtuno lik®s to kiek. I dost mean to say I'm
a^y better than you, oorne to draw the line
Ttry fine, for gatnbtin' aint a virtue, fix it haw
-0u ; and it aint considered no ways reBpootabtoeither; that's a faok Bat whan Fortunekioka §t me men, they takes it assy.
. fall* to a frettin', an? pinin', an7 drinkiriani at last they takes seme oncomfortable
Vay of getuout the world that aint pleas-

ant for them to think on who had a haed in
makin' 'ens go lunattio. Now, that's jet' my
oase. I'm a.eard there's a long score agin' my
name, in ;aat b->ok my doar old mother need
to t&U ad ohil'eo of, and wiuoh she said was
key' dose potted up, by every man's reoordia'
ogoL good maty cf the things that's sot
down ag'in; mo 1 done without oonaiderin'.
most on 'em, I may say. Bat that's coshuman
natur'a radical bad, r\od mine aint no bettor
(tan anybody else'a lu a general way, p'raps,it aint no a use. licwsomevcr, 1 can say I
never went cool to do any human critter a
damage, and I aint a g >ia' to begin with you."

" Bat, my friend.hear me, my friend," excliimedMartin ; "J ask you to render me a
service. It b sure, I tell you. Can you not see
it id ? Are these not the figures1n

" Who 5 vn an'$^£.4 )1. je o' oalo'latin' ag'ia'facts?" interruptdu .' ag'in' the faot that
1 seen you ic»j - mat , of three or four hundreddoha.8 lu-.; iii^hi, jn tho foolishcst way
ever I kmAv'd n <r.&c in hit] horn senses do it;
there c-Tit no ci. unt o' fi^aerin', pile it up ever
so h", h pw.iisde ma you've cotched the
right ess "VV

soi* hi wkp beo.wJBe I had not
en< ugh . Martin. "You saw

- « puaed,1 should iia.u won r,i:k presently, with three
tunes mo; v « leosu It was my game."

Grit dit ok .d head, &3 he locked around the
dcD, and at a gl.mce took note of its condition.
"Doea your daughter know anything? " he

asked.
l'No! no!" hastily answered Martin. u Not

for all the world contains of good and precious,
would I have her even suspect the trath. My
poor Lisette! my poor child!"

'-It's a tad Bpec'latiou a man's got into," retortedZ.iob, still moralizing, " when his own
obil'en mustn't know what he's after. What
would this yer da'ter of yourn say if she
knowed ? " *

Martin shook his head, wrung his hands, and
buried his face in them, leaning his elbows on
the table. <

' I see, I see," murmured Zach. Then ensued
a pause, which Zaoh broke. <:01d man," he
said, " can't you givo this yer consarn tho goby? can't you give it up ?"

Martin started, and, as if suddenly inspired
with new energy, exclaimed : " What! give np
a discovery that has cost me so many years of
anxious toil; so much investigation; and that
I have demonstrated to be true in principle and
sound in practice ? That has oost me a fortune,
dribbled away? In the pursuit of whioh, I
have been restrained by no considerations of
rtraitinn f*milv harninoM. lioal'h fivon salvo-
tion ? That baa been my dream by day, and
hauDted me like* phantom at night? That
has absorbed my Intellect, and eaten oat my
existence ? Give it up ? Give up that whioh
is now iny only hope; to which I cling with
the infatuation of. what may seem to yon to
be, despair, but whioh is only the infatuation
of a conviction that I am right; to the suooeesfulapplication of whioh 1 look forward as the
sole moans of enabling me to restore to my
Lisette the fortune left her by her dying mother?Giro it up, now? I can sink no lower.
I am lost to society, and even almost to myself,
for I feel and know that I am not the same.
Give it up? No! It is certain j look you, it
is here, here!" and he struck his forehead with
his elenohed hand. "This conviction alone
sustains mo in the terrible struggle I am condemned,like one of tho damned, to maintain
against my bettor nature, and which is daily,
hourly, momently, breaking me up, body arid
« >ul. No! I will not give it up. l cannot. I
would not if I oould, now."

" Well," observed Grit, " there's no 'countingfor obstinacy, no ways. Ycu a#ked mo to
help you out with your plan, and 1 oan't fix it
comfortably to do it. 1 ointr no better than
vou : but 1 don't want to feel I'm worse than
I. used to be. There's this yer difference
atween us, howsomever. 1 gambles cool, and
for tuo 'xcitcmcnt of it. if 1 loses, it aint
much odds, for I'm of no account in the world,
and uint only got myself to make miserable.
You gambles desp'rute. You does it for the
sake of the thing. You've got to love it; and
if death and damnation stood atwixt you and
tho table, you'd leap olean through b jth, rather
thuo be baulkedcf your chance. Candid: I've
iuk a kinder sort of fancy to you, since I seen

j you a watching our hci-cl so curious like.
That's why 1 rolierea yoa up, 10 see wnere you
went to. It aint no fault of mine, if you alters
went to a g&mbiin' house, cor it aiut no fault
o' yourn as I'm a bit of a gambler, and went
in a:ter jou. Now I knows you, I'm like to
stick by your 'qaaintanoe, and thongh 1 don't
'groe with you in the matter of those yor figgers.But 1 likes to see a man 'bide by his
principles and convictions; lor I knows he's
got the right rort of grit in him. New, lock
here. We won't talk no more this spell, abont
these yer calc'laticna. There's bocn a ideal of
ink spiled a makin-' on -'cm, and I shouldn't
ha' come 'xaetly a purpose to hear what you'd
got to say about 'era, if I hadn't a seen you
playing bo-pecp with Mr. Leonard and Mi63
Miily. I calls her Miily, lor friendship like.
Now, I want to knew what game yon ere up
to."
"You know them, then ?" inquired Martin.
" Pretty considerable," answered Zach.
"They are friends of yours? " asked Martin.
" Well, you may call 'em so. Yea, sir," was

the reply.
" Do you know a Monsieur Mark Aveling?"
" Too! And no good of him ! Do you ? "
Martin nodded his bead.
"I would serve your friends," he said, puttinghis face near to Zsch's, and speaking in a

half whisper. "Have they received a visit
lately from a lawyer, about a mortgage ? "
Zach gave a leng, low whistle. At the end

of it, he mentioned the name of Pelligrini, of
whose personal appearance ho also gave a description,but by no means flattering.
KHe is ruy employer," Baid Martin.
" Whip me raw with green hickory, if I

didn't think he wan next o'kin to old Sam,"
ejaculate.: Z.;ch. " Weil! "

Martin -hook his h i.d, to indicate that he
held him "n no v- -y h"->ucstimation, and presentlyaducd:

"Monsieur VYrsy has accepted Pelligrini's
offer. Ho and Avciir .: are agreed. There is
mit-cbief meant, i do not know what they
intend to do, but Pelligrini is a bad man, and,
from what 1 have been able to gather, be is
helping cn soino scheme of Monsieur Aveling's.
I was sot to watch Monsieur Wray and his

. J -- . 1 :r .1 !/-,/)»
Bister, IJJ nuu uui, ikuu 11 tuuj Avyv^fj

ings, to follow them up. I am not ia the *ecret,but I knew no good is intended to MongieurWray."
"If I didn;t say ao!" exclaimed Grit. "Bat

you WQn;t want to watch 'em no longer now,
old follow," ho added, with a idy wink.
"You do not know my master," responded

Martin. " He is as sly as a fox, and as remorselessas a tiger. Better lot things go on."
" Why shouldn't I warn Mr. Wray 1"
' Because it would render him no service

now. He is, to all intents and purposes, Pelligrini'sdebtor; and if he attempted to stir, misfortunewill evertake him. The law will be
put in fiaroe."
"Then I don't see," observed Zach, "how

you can serve my friends."
"There is no harry yet Matters are not

arranged," answered Martin; " but if.if you
wiil aid me in.in forwarding my plane, in
promoting my grand discovery, you shall not
find me ungrateful. You see," he added, after
a pause, "it is a certainty. It ean be demonstrated,like a problem in Eucdid* It is founded
on a principle. The only thing wanting to me
Is money, money."
He repeated the word several times, in a subduedtone, and with almost painful susfhstis

It seemed to be the hinge on Whieh his entire
existence hung. In that one Mta, all his
thoughts, hopes, aspirations, sppasisd to be
centred. He reoomnensed the nipmitimi of
his great discovery, and went through it in
annate detail. He heaped up proof upon
proofj bringing forward countless slips of paper,covered with the most abstruse calculationsand the most complicated diagrams of

j;

in Mack ink sad red. Finally, he
placed before Zaohariah a rquare sheet of paper,on which Che marvellous system he had
invented was exhibited in a tabalar form, in a
series of columns, exhibiting the results of
ventures made, and what* farther ventures
would have realised^ Nothing.so far as accuracyof calculation went.could possibly be
more satisfactory." Look," he continued, now thoroughly excited,u look at this column." Here he laid
his long, bony forefinger, which looked like a
skeleton's, opoa one of the series of calculations."This is what I was aiming at last
night. The stake at this point, you see, was
only a hundred and sixty dollars, and I looked
to realise fire thousand seven hundred and
sixty."

" But you loat," ejaculated Zacli.
" I knew I should lc8e," answered Martin.

u I was proving my theory. I was working upto that point, and knew I must lose till I
reached it. I tell you, it is money Iwant Here,again, at this point, the stake is sixteen hundreddollars. the certain gain, fifty-seventhousand six hundred. At tins point, tho stake
is at the absurd figure of sixteen dollars; the
return aesnred.-mark well-.is five hundred
and seventy." "

*
" Caa'i yon begin small 1" asked Grit-, becominginterested.
"Yes, jee} I always oomtnenoe at low

stakes," answered the other. "That is the
main feature of my system. Bat yoa must go
on to a certain point.here it is.in this column.Yoa must make up your mind to lose
all you stake, up to this figure; then, yoa see,the stake beoomes heavier; bat then the retarnis large, and suffices to cover previous
losees."

" Why not go double, or treble, and quits,
straight along?" queried Zach, bringing his
own experience to bear on the subject.

"It would be perdition. That is how so
many thousands of infatuated, uncoasidering
men are ruined," answered Martin^ in strange
but utter obliviousness of Mb own infatuation.
" They double, treble, quadruple, their stake,
without knowing that they must lose by the
force of the certainty of chances. They play
without principle. Now, my system is, ndYer
to hasard more than a oert&m sum, regulated,
not by the amount of previous losses, but by a
certain standard of returns, which must oome
in due oourse and in a given succession, providedyou oan play long enough. But, to do
that, you must nave money."
A new light appeared to have broken upon

Grit. He had often heard of extraordinary
chanoes at play.nay, had not unfrequeotly
witnessed their ocoarrenoe ; but it was a noveltyin his experience to see gaming rcduoed to
the level of an exact science. His curiosity becameexcited. He put questions, suggested adversecontingencies, propounded new combinations;but Martin met him at every turn, and
answered him on evsry point, intent only on

satisfy is g the donbts of the inquirer after this
dangerous species cf knowledge. The investigationled tliexn late into the night, and still
Martin's stock of information did net appear
to bo exhausted. Whatever impression it producednpon Zachariab, however, he did not betrayit, beyond appearing to take a deeper
interest in the subject.

" Can't say," he observed, " yen aint proved
it on paper. It's as dear as moonlight. Canh;hT tnV vnn for a aiiiuaiI nlrl fnnl T
Been yon pat down, seemi'iy a purpose to lose
every time. But you've give me a three-yearoldwrinkle to-night, and 1 guess there's pretty
considerable reason and soienoe in yoar foolishness.It gavo me the yallers, though, to see

you cl'ared out 60 clean, that's a fact. Now, I
didn't go by science and I picked up je« what
you lost."
"Yes; but now you have seen the proofs, will

you not join me?" asked Martin, oag3rly.
" I'll put my night-cap on't," answered Zach;

" leastways all as if, for I don't wear one. 1
likes to kip my head cool, nig'nt and day.
Guess you aren't in a bilin' hurry ?"

" No! no! Not for a day or two. I will
wait patiently," replied Martin. "But you
will aid mo, will you not?"

" I won't say I will, and 1 won't say I won't,"
answered Zach ? " If I do, it must be a bar
gain atween us. I must have my friend served,
old boss, mind that, now."
"Yon shall, you shall," gasped Martin. " I

will do anything for you and them, if ycu will
only assist me."

" Well, I don't mind consider-in' on it," observedGrit, "so tho sooner you gives me proof
frou're in right down aircest, the sooner you're
ikely to got me to help you out with these yer
figgers."
"Never fear, never fear," murmured Martin." I will let you know when there is any

real danger."
Zach rose to depart. Martin stopped him,

and asked him a favor. " It was only a triflo,
would he ? "

" You'll go yonder again to-night, if I do,"
said Grit.

" On my word of honor, no!" gasped Martin,
holding out bis band.
Zach thrust the money into the extended

palm.two gold pieces. Martin clutched them
eagerly, with many expressions of thanks, and
then Zach went away.
Whnn tin tmnn tV:A filft man ffattinr.id

up his papers and put them carefully aside.all
save one, which he folded up and thrust into
hia pocket. He had placed the gold cn the
table. He looked at it for some time, making
calculations mentally, and setting down the
reeulte on the inside cover of an old bock. He
then deposited the two glittering pieoca in a
worn leathern purse which he took out of a

drawer, aud heaving a deep sigb, like a groan,

glided out of the room, and slunk away out of
le house.
And notwithstanding hia word cf honor, he

did go " yonder."
"bare as death,'' muttered Zach, who had

lain in wait for him in a dark doorway. ' 1
knowed be would ; but it aint o' no ubb. He's
all too for gone, now." So bo let him pass.

"THE GBEYTCWN V1CI0BY."

Out of a very numerous exchange list, comprisingpapers of all shades of opinion, we have
found but one to defend the bombardment and
burning of an unprotected village cf 6traw cottages,by the navy of the United States. Even
the Washington Union is silent, and domes
the outrage by its refusal to speak. It is so
much in the habit of landing all connected
with the Administration, from the President to
his footman, that we may well imagine it can
find no justification for an act which seems to
be universally regarded as a disgrace to our

arms. If the Administration had attempted to
" vindicate the insulted honor of the United
States," when the Black vVarrior outrage was

committed, or if it should see fit to relieve
American citiaens from dungeons where they
&JT6 dow idnaidg, IV WUU1U u»ic ugi miu tug

approbation of ail well-thinkiog citizens. The
Demooraoy, at least, would etand in justificationof a rebuke offered to the flee of the oonntry,or the person of a citizen. W e hare faithr
fully tried to find apology for the Executftfc
where national interests hare been touched,
but in rain; we could not find a shadow of excusefor the Gadsden frtild. and must place
the war against women, children, and the
property of American citizens at Greytown,
among the long list of acts for which the Administrationis being justly censured, and for
which it will yet experience the merited condemnationof the ooantry..N. Y. Nat. Devi.

Bsaaxcca on Sknatou Douglas's Fab*..
*nie Southern (Mise.) Journal give* a descriptionof a barbecue given by Mr. Strickland,
the agent and overseer of the plantation of the
Hon. Stephen A. Douglas, on the Pearl river.
There are one hundred and forty adult slaves
on the plantation, belonging to the Senator
from Illinois, and about forty Httle darkies
greeted the eyes of the editor, rolling about
"on the old cabin floors." The feast was of
the most abundant and inviting character. I

For tho National Br».

THE BAND ^BROTHERS.
moil the kcseiax or rocsBitt.

Like raven* ifi a oloud alighting,
Witk aombre wing* and eroaking to***,
Upon a heap of mouldering bones, *

A robber band are reuniting
Beyond the Volga, by tba light
Of watokfiro* gleaming through the night.
A mixture strange of garb* and fhcas,
Of tribaa, ooaditiona, tongue*, and raoea:
From oloiatera, hut*, and dungeon cells,
They're banded in the hop* of ipoSa

Here, in oil hearte, one purpose dwell*.
No law to hold them In it* toil*.

"

Tho hardy fugitive 1* there,
Fled from thy banks, heroic Bon;

The Hebrew with bis raven hair,
And many a fierce and warlike son

The ateppee havo borne.the grim Baabkior,
The wild Oalmuek, unknown to fear,
Tho red-haired Finn, the Gipay rude,
Roving in lazy laaeitude.
Danger and blood, debauch and fraad,
A life by-jnitioe never awed.
The** are the horrid tie* that bind
This band iu war against their kind.
Meet in their work to boor a part
T_ 1 V ^ .aiv -A .

mm muo, win ft Hony DMTl,
Has parsed through every stage of guilt;
Who mocks at helplws orphans'groans,
And finds sweet musio in their tone* ;

By whose unshrinking hand is spilt
The widow's blood; who never spares
Or infant locks or silver hairs;
Who finds in murder joy less floating
Than that which crowns the lovers' meeting
Now all is silent, and the moon *

Sheds o'er them its uncertain light;
And oft the wine-eup's spark'ing boon

Is sought to cheer the lagging night.
8ome, prone upon the dew-damp ground,
Have sunk into a fitful slumber;

While dark, their guilty heads around,
Flit boding phantoms without number.

Others the sullen hours beguiled,
While slowly on the night was wearing,

With barbarous legends, strange and wild.
Recounting deeds of reckless daring.

But now, in willing fascination,
A stranger's voice the rest has bound;
And all in silence gather round.

Attentive to his rude narration.

"We were hut two.in infancy
Left to a dreary orphanage.
Fed by a grudging charity,

'Mid strangers passed our tender oge.
United in our loneliness,
We little knew of childhood's bliss.
Full oft we suffered pinching want.
Full oft endured the bitter taunt;
And while the cup of life for others

Flowed sparkling from the fount of pleasure,
Distress and anguish without measure

Were poured out to the orphan brothers;
And without hope for future years, ,

Youth dawned 'mid penury and tears.
Ah! comrades, yo will wonder not
We tired at length of such a lot,
And with strong arm resolved to try
Borne more congenial destiny.
With trusty steel and friendly night,
The sole companions of our flight,
We fled, not fearing lest the morrow
Should dawn amid new want and sorrow.

All fears and griefs we c>st aside,
And treacherous conscience learned to hide.
" Ah, youth ! bold, brave, adventurous youth !
A glorious life we led in sootti,
While, scorning death in many a fray,
The strife we shared by night.by day,
Safe in the forest, shared the prey.
Whene'er the moon, with friendly light,
To guide the traveller on his way,

Shone clear amid the vault of night,
We sallied forth in quest of prey.

In ambusiodc wo silent wait,
Till luoky chance may bring to view
Some sorry priest or wealthy Jew,

Returning homeward tired and late ;
And when into our hand) they fell,
Whato'er we find.we seise on all.
It winter oft, at dead of night,
It was for ns a wild delight,
With darting sledge and bounding steed,
Across the snowy dopth to speed.
We sing and shout.and when we fly,
As arrows through the frosty air,

Our powerful arm who dares defy?
Wheno'er a country inn we spy,
By lights whioh through the darkness flare,

Thither we haste, with joy elate,
And with loud knock assault the gate"
We call the housewife lustily,
And, entering, all to us is free.
We feast, with many a mirthful sally,
And with the buxom maidens dally.
" But, ah! not long tho brothers feasted.
Tho minions of tho law soon found ns,
And in their kath^d fetters bound us

And while one summer slowly wasted,
The woes of dungeon life we tasted.
Older by five full years was I,
And hardier than my hapless brother.

Shut from the hrieht and cheerful sky.
The gloom hi* spirit teemed to imcthor;

And longing for the forest breese,
He pined in sorrow and disease.
Drawing with pain his stifled breath,
Wand'riag in thought.his heated head "

Upon my shoulder faint reclining.
Already, at the gates of Death,
To that grim Power whom mortals dread,
His fleeting lift he was resigning.

And still, with weak sod piteous orj.
He called to me incessantly:
' I ehoke within these gloomy walls.

0, for the woods and waterfalls! *

I die with thirst!'.bat all in rain
I gave to him the cooling draaght~Soon,as with burning Hps ho qualfod.

Tormenting thirst returned again;
While from his face and o'or his breast,
Tortured with feverish unrest,
The beaded sweat ran down like rain ;
And the fieroe heat that sent his blood
Along the veins, a lava flood,

With crasy fancies 11 red his brain.

"No longer now my lace he knew, *

But cried, as I were far away:
'How hast thou vanished from my view,

And whither ta'en thy hidden way?
Why has my brother left me here,
Wrapt in this dank and loathsome gloom,
With reptiles in a living tomb 7He
lored me to this mad career, <

From peaceful fields and cottage cho*r.
Inspired me with his fearless mighAmtdthe forests wild and drear,
Aad in the darkness of the night

Teaght me to murder!.far from me

Wide roaming now at liberty,
He wanders in the open fields,
daily his ponderous weapon wields ;
And in his enviable lot,
His prisoned comrade has forgot!'
"Now kindling fiaroe within his heart,
The angry fires of conscience wake;

Dire phantoms into beirg start,
Whose coldly threatening fingers make
His anguished soul with terror shake.

More frequent far than all the rest,
white-haired form, approaching alow,

Of one we murdered long ago,
Comas baek to haunt his tortured breast.
Pressing his hands upon his eyes,
In feeble assents thus ha cries;
1 Brother, take pity on his tears.
8pare, spare his venerable years. %
Release him.he eon never harm ;
His bieod no longer courses warm.

O, then, lot not that blood be spilt!
Brother, mock not his silver hairs. ~

Torment him not.he may, with prayer*
Appease God's anger for oar guilt!'

.V - .

"I listened, struggling with my feart;
I strove to dry the aiok man's teart.
And thoM vain phantoms chase away,
That filled his fpixit with dismay.
Bat still ha saw the murdered dead,
From oat tholr forest graves arisen,
In frightful dances throng the prison.

And now he heard their whisperings dread
Then suddenly the echoing tread
Of anaed pursuers drawing near:

And while his ear in terror listened,
IIis starting eye-balls wildly glistened.
And shook his feverish frame with fear.

In fanoy now he saw before him,
Amid the public squares, a throng
That moved in solemn march along,

And thus to cxeouuon bore him.
He heard th* rabble's boartlesa shout,
He saw the deadly torturing knout,

^Tith horror fraught, suspendod o'er him.
Till, shuddering at the fearful eight,
Upon my breast he swooned with fright.
Long tortured thus both day and night,
No soothing slumber calmed his breast,
And I from watching found no rest.
" Bui vigorous youth prevailed at last;
Htm IV* its influence o'er him shed.

Blowly the fieroe distemper passed,
And with it ail the phantoms fled.
Wo both stroke as from the dead I

And then our longing for the woods,
For freedom 'mid the soiitndea
Of nature's wild and wide domain,
Came back with quenchless power again.
The gloom of our deep dungeon eell,
The dawning light that, (tinted, fell
Through grated windows in the wall,
Tbe olanking chains, tbe keeper*- cut,
And, rustling by, the wild bird's wing
Increased our weary languishing.
Sent by our jailors forth one day
For alms.bound In a common ohaia.

A bold adventure we essay,
Oar longed-for freedom to regain.

A river rashes by oar side.
Thither we haste, and from the bank

Down plunge into the foaming tide:
Loudly our common fettors olank,

As with strong limb we beat the wave,
In pefil of a watery grave.
Afar a sandy .isle we view,
And, the swift current catting through,
We thither tend, pursued by two,
Who call for help, with ftartling cry :

' Seise them! What, ho! they fly! they lly!'
Then, following, eleave tho waters bine.
But soon on land our feet we sot,
And with a stone our fetters break.

Tear off piecemeal our garments wet,
And, though the two are in our wake,

Yet, with stout hearts and full of hope,
Wo wait them on that sandy slope.
Already one, exhausted quite,
Is struggling, sinking in our sight;
With gurgling groan, boneath tho wavo

He finds, unsought, a watery grave.
The other, passed the deeper tido,
Comes wading on with giant stride,
Bearing his useless gnn, and scorning
With hanghty look my voiee of warning*
But soon two stones with deadly aim
Against his head impetuous eame.
His blood flowed mingling with the river;
He faltered, fell.and sank forever.
We plnngo into tho stream again,
Our foos ths hopeless ehase give o'er:

Safely the farther bank we gain.
Then to the friendly woods once more !

" Bnt my poor brother! all in vain
For him that shelter we regain.
The struggle with the swollen flood,
Tho autumn ohiliners of the air,
Were more than his new strength could bear.

Again the fever fired his blood,
The phantoms filled him with despair.

Three days he spoke bnt words insane, ,

And slumber sought his eyes in vain.
The fourth, an awful ealmncs; lowered,
He lay with «afl\ring overpowored.
My name bo called, my hand he pressed:
His glazed, unearthly eye expressed
Death's fearful conquering agony:
Trembled his hand, and with a sigh

He foil asloep npon my breast.

" I lingered o'er hie pallid clay j
Throe nights my vigil near it kept:

I waited for the vital ray
To break the tranoe in which be lay,
And o'er him bitterly I wept.

At length a lowly grave I made,
Beneath a fir-tree's solemn shade.
Breathed over him a sinful prayer,
And left him in his slumber there.
Then to my former chase.alone !
Bat those wiid, joyful seasons, flown,
Return not at my fervent oall.
Oar feasts and revelings by day,
The uight debauch, the bloody fray. .

My brother's grave has cloeod on all.

A weary life I drag along.
Lone, eron amid a boisterous throng.
My cruel heart seems cold and dead,
And pity has forqger fled.
But yet my murderous weapon spares
Th« ntnf* nnnotl i\f iiIttap hairs

The slaughter of defonceles* age
Can ne'er this bioody hand ongage ;
For I remember but too well
How, in that lo&tbaome prison cell,
Pursued by wild dolirious fears,
My brother, while in torrents ran

Adown his face tho scalding tears, I

Boeoughtme for that aged man."

His simple tale the robbor ended, ,

And hnng his head In sullen grief.
A stream of burning tears descended,
Bringing his o'eroharged heart relief.

His merry comrades, jeering, said:
"What! weeping? Shame! bid griof be fled.
Why should we call to mind the dead ?

Welivo! Then let us feast and revel,
Nor rex the heart with thoughts of evil.
Let each pledge all in foaming glasses! " i

And so anew the wine eup passes,
And voices that were weary growing,
Now, like the wine, are freely flowing.
Each has his tale of blood to tell;
Each his own weapon praises well.
Uproar and clamor throngh the night
The startled solitudes affright;
And eonscienee sleeps, bat not for aye.
;Tvuil wake when comes the evil day.

INALIENABLE BIGHTS OF AMEBICAN8.

The following are not enumerated in the
Declaration of independence:
To know any trade or business without apprenticeshipor experienoo.
To marry without regard to fortune, etate

of health, position, or opinion of parents or

friends.
To hare wife and children deoendent on the

contingencies of business, and, in mm of widendeath. leave them wholly unprovided for.
To pat off upon hireling strangers the literary,moral, and religions education of chil-

drcn. <

To teach children no good trade, hoping they
will have, when grown up, wit enough to lire
oo the industry of other people. 1

To erjjy the general sympathy when made
bankrupt by reckless speculations. I
To sheat the Government, if possible.
To hold office without being competent to ;

discharge its duties.
To build bouses with nine and six-inch walla |

and go to the funerals o# tenants, frtma, and 1
others, hilled by tbeis Call, weaning over the i
mysterious dispenseliens of Providence,
To build np cities and towns without parks, '

public squares, broad streets, or isnlUtilsB i

blocks, aod eall pestilence a visitation of Gad. 4
To license ram selling, and depfera the in- 1

creese of criaaa.
To bold slaves, and prate of freedom* 1

To make Franklin Pierce Autoerat of Kan- ]
sas and Nebraska, and olaasor about » popular <

sovereignty.".Puiladtlphw Daily ReguUr. \

For tbo national Era

HOLLY-WOOD.
IT iUCI CARET. «H

at
CIIA.P. III. th<

A week or more went by during which a bli
low, dismal raia kept falling and falling.the mi

late flowers went first, and then the leaves, so pi<that the boughs were mostly black and bare, oh
a few hardy Tinea only relieving the general 001
ombre aspsot cf things, when through the Tl
busy streets, o#a clear, frosty twilight,! took ad
my way to the house of Mary Halstead. It is pc
a melancholy thing to see, in a great oity, the oa
coming c! winter.so many poor, houseless of
wretches stare you in the face, in bold impor- be
tunity for aid.so many maimed and broken- ah
spirited men and women, orphaned of hope, pe
stretch their hands for oharity, shivering and as

shrinking from the pitiless blast.and so many to
little innocent children, that with baby gleo Mi
should bo making tho household merry, follow th
us with their hungry eyes. wi

O, how often goes np the bitter cry from be- gafore tho doors of opulence, arid even from the on
porches of the chuiohcn, 14 My God, I am for- let
taken!n
The windows of Miss Halstead's house were ex

all illnmined by the lights within, and, as I sti
remembered the bcanty and position of tl.o tfa
lui&ucu* ui me udq mttdhion ueiore mc} 11 tu

Beamed that her heart should be thankful and
grateful; but. after all, hew little real happi- ne
neas has to do with bricks and mortar, with wi

pieces of gold, or with the world's praise or kr
blame. If there be not some one heart whose mi
beats echo back car own.pome rmile that jui
kindles at ours.pome voice that softens if we Lr
be near.all the glory of the riaiblo universe D<
fades dim as the duet. bci

Bright as the laurel is, it cannot theltcr the tb
aching brow so well as the humblest oabin wl
roof where love makes its abode. di<
Mary met me, with a face beaming with ho

joy, and, as she took my hand in hers, whis- be
pered that she was come that night to the he
pleosantest chapter of her life. Mr. Serew- of
hard, who sat playing a psalm tune on the mi
piano, answered, to some remark of mine about f&<
the cold night, that thore would be do winters wi
in heaven. As he spoke, the cry of a child in
the street came painfully to our ears. Hetty th
put down the purse cn which she was knitting, 111
and ran to the door. " Hero, dear, give her mi

this," said Mary, banding the girl seme money, pi
and without troubling herself to inquire into
the nature of the case. "The Lord tempers cc
the wind to the thoru lamb," exclaimed Mr. R
Scrowbard, examining the carved work of ihe hi
piauo. So, and so differently, wore different w
natures moved by a ory of distress.
When Hetty returned, Mr. Screwhard said ts

her face was as the face of an angel, ooming ar
as she did from a work of oharity; and wben se
,1. vl-,,1 1 .-j a j --11- i- -*

uiuriiuu buu luiucu wiut;. lie uuu»ioiieu : 11
" I could olaicst wit>h myself that poor child le;

io the street, that thou might'st tend and min- bL
later unto me." th

" O, I didn't do anything," exclaimed tho to
mcdoat girl; " I only brought tho child to the to
fire, and gate him acmo supper and Mary's wi

money." tbi
"If thy sifter hath the gold of this world, "on

thou h&st the ruby of wisdom,' continued the th<
young man, closing his eyes, as if in hapny ke
oontemplation of her excellence.the while he soi
dallied with the gold buttons of his wrist- we
bands. th:
And eo, for tho present, wo leave him, and inl

Hetty, too, knitting quietly, and lietening to his
lightest word as to an oracle. Did he heed in]
that listening eo well as the step of Mary,
treading past hiui in aileuoa f We (shall see. ]>li
Tho fire was bright, tho rich curtains drawn ori

warmly together in the pleasant etudy of Miss od
H&lstcad, when, returning our seat*, the story pobegan, thus: r.e

" A long winter evening was coming in, ond ' si

only those who havo lived in a lonesome old wi
country house know how long ruoh evenings ca
are. The same monotonous round muit weary urj
o»it any life that, has no interest in it, nor out- lor
side of it, and I confess I had but little. I per- Jo(
formed the tasks which fell to me, hut with of
Loavy hands. I epeke only when circunucan- wo
oee required it, for no one ic-lt svmpuhy lor mo Ch
in my cherished dream?, and I cared little to wt
talk of other things. There was no bustle
about the preparation of supper, no lights and of
merry voiocs about our house at night; all was r&l
hushed and gloomy; dinner was served before w<>
the nip,ht, and we never had supper at all. My lei
father rend the Bible when things were meet shi
genial; but for tho meet part ho sharpened his wl
razor, wearing a look that was half resignation
and half despair.- I *

" D^ke generally lay on the floor with the ha
dog, proposingwand solving curious problem p. epi
such &.«, how many pounds of meat a man could M
eat and not burst, and which he would choose re]
if all the good things in the world were set beforehim, and he could only hare one. But his a 1
usual conclusions were, that if he were a man, wi
ho oould oat any amount of meat which he an

oculd got, and not burst either; and that if all *>
the good things in the world wore set before ley
him, he would choose them alL Sometimes ed
Martha took up Hetty, and for her edification bit
told her that industrious girls got rich, and oC
laay girls starved to death; that good girls, sot
when they died, went to heaven, and bad girls hoi
went to hell; but 6ho never told her how »Lo pr<
must be industrious, or what she must do to be eat

good, or avoid doing to avoid punishment. She Q"

never kissed or petted the child in any way. Mi
never illustrated wrong and right conduct by an

pretty stories, cuoh u children love to hear, *b
bat, having repeated a little parrot talk.a to
specimen of which 1 have given.dismissed bor to
to the dark, lonesome gairet. A straight for- coi

ward, hard, uncompromising woman, was Mar- W
tha, my stepmother. The son had been down wb
an boar, and oloudy and windy and cheerloes hit
the night was setting. We wore all there;
Duke stretched before the lire, and talking to T>
himself, for Le had no listener, on this wiso: lal
' If I was sick, and going to die, and anybody hei
would bring a cubtard pij and offer me, don't bri

rou believe 1 would get up and eat it? Well, Ch
believe 1 would ; aud if it was as big as the am

sky I wouldn't oat it, nor give anybody any of
It.' of

" Hetty sat quietly in a dark comer, saying «uf
nothing, for all her childish glee bod been gcx
subdued, and Martha eat upright, saying noth- iu

ing, and doing nothing, and looking at nothing eve

My father came in and told us the wind had 1

blown down one of bis finest orchard h-cee. cai

'Well/ answered Martha, 'if it's blown down, for
let it be blown down.if you were to mourn mo

over it a year, it would net set it up again, and Sui
make it bear fruit' '1 know it/ said my of i

father, and shrinking into the obscurest cor- cin
ner, be mourned for the apple-tree in silence, fro

" The wbds moaned throogh the woods, the we

eriokets chirruped in the hearth, and the dogs the
across the hills barked, one to another. I on

leaned my head on my hand, thinking of my wh
hard Date, and in thought making it harder, if ind
possible, than it was in reality. Charley weot bee
in and oat restlessly, and locking at me, 1 yeli
thought, as though he would speak. At last i in I

said,' Well, Charley, what is it?' wh
" There was a general stir in the household, nor

o unusual was it for any of us to speak in a old
cheerful manner, as I then did. 'Anything the
good to eat ?' exclaimed Doke, rising from the bal
floor. Martha turned in her chair, Hetty "

mailed, and my father said, ' What axe you me,
talking about} children ?' as though we were awi

behaving very badly. Charloy came close to flov
me, and said, in a whisper, 'Suppose ycu get dee
pour shawl and bonnet, and we go sotaewhere.' wit
" I was soon ready, and we walked out to- for

^tor. For some time we stood irresolute, for Ion
night-was oold and the wind high, and we nod

tcarowy knew whither to bend our step* ' To littl
Mr. Richards'* ?' suggested Charief I said age
* No!n indignantly adding}' be would net reo- bin
amuse m, perhaps;' and ao I related ,tbe little "

rfinewsfrrrr whish had so grieved ^nd morti- va

led me. nut
" 'Never mind,'said Charley, 'ytu are his and

jqual, whether he knows yon or not; but sap- erti
pose we go where ws are sere to he Welcome ;' at*
md without mora words ws bent oug steps to- the
nurd the cabin of the widow Wilkinson.'

44 What a pleasant contrast it presented to
r own gloomy and cheerlbss home. A huge
e of hickory legs blared on the hearth, till
I the whitewashed woll and ceiling glowedain. In the two corners of the room farBetfrom the Bro were two beds, ptlod high with
snkete and quilts cf Mra. Wilkinson's own
tiring, and soft with feathers of her own
sking. A bureau, table, looking-glass, and
airs, together with some strip* of carpet,mpleted the parlor furnitnre of the room,
te kitohon portion, or that next the fire, wesorned with churn and pails, teakettle, coffeot,flonr-barrel, eto. The floor was without
rpet, and soenred exceedirgly white. Bagsdried apples and peteher. pnmpkin and
ans, hung on pegs near the fire, and cn the
&lvts of tfco open cupboards glistened the
wter and delf-warc, for Mrs. W ilkinson was
good a bookkeeper as she believed herself
be. 'The customary suit of mourningick' ht ng beside the bureau, together w ith

b widow's beet shoes and cap. Everything
LJt UrtrnnnlAiialw * aaf an<l

V/UO UKl^UI tUUBUIUJ OBUUAUl lUUTUllMfo
ly in March, I ben* my steps to the woods, <

there was not muoh I could do to vary the <

Dotcny cf my life. What long days those
udays were.a weok is shorter now Tired j

aiy own thoughts, for they moved in a little 1
j!e, tired of the soene which I had surveyed t
m childhood, tired of hoping when hope )
mod idle, 1 seated myself on a mossy log in
sunshine, and, throwing down my bonnet
the grass at my feet, surrendered myself to
atever chance thought prevented itself. Now
olently watching the great brown humbleias he hovered and hammed about some
low dandelion.now the blue bird twittering
the tree.now the nail, rooking lasily its
its shell in the sunshine, and now following
oss the hills the «\epe going churchward.
men leading children, young girls wearing
ir prettiest fosns and picas mothers with
>iee in tbeir arms.

Presently I was attracted by voices near
and, looking round, saw, a short distance

»y, Charley and Lucretla gathering early
rers; they did cot observe us, and passed
per into the woods, breaking tfco f-ihace
h laughter. Then came the thought to me,
tho first time, that Charley would, perhaps,
3 the girl; and in the thought I grew very.she was so onsnited to be his mato.so
b calculated to steady op hie faltering oour.then,too, I would be quite forgotten by
>.more alone than ever.
My reverie wae broken suddenly- Mr seat

i on tho edge ofa grove of maples and wala,not more than a quarter of a mile from,
I In fa!l v'ew ofi the main road. Dr. Rohisaw and rsoogniaod me as he rode past,
I, leaving hie h. ree by the wayside, eroeeed
.dew and joined me.

Hie cheek wee pale, and hie spirit* heavy, [

.auu *3 uaiiio n ! iwli

mist'a the j*mb, and the pots of preserves
the shelves, indicated a thrifty poverty, at

hfet.
* The widow seemed delighted to see us. and
ertcd her colic quia! powers to entertf.ir *1-
toLii g hcv.ly aU the while, and v «*.; .*

*
egat ehe ooold do twioe as much when . :.c had

titers.
u Very freely she canvassed the affairs of the
ighbors, cot sparing Martha, who she said
it as nice a woman aa ever was for all she
tew, but it seemed to her Mr. Halstead
ght have married nearer home and fared
si as well. True, every one would not have
ought into his family a pretty little boy like
>ke, nor a bag of money to boest of, but
me folks had straight mouths and souls in
sir bodies, and could codk a rruaLt of victuals
ion a man was hungry. Of oourse, she
In't mean herself.she had never taken off
r hlaok, and never would, not to marry the
st man in the universe. Nothing disgusted
r so much as to see the open machinations
some persons she knew of, to inveigle some
bu she knew of; and she would say it to the
oe of Mr. R. or of Miss P., as soon as she
:uld say it to anybody.u' Dou't, mother,' said Lacretia, now and
en, by way of restraining her garrulity a litl;hut she would not be restrained, and gave
i the result of til her observations and busciooswith a freedom really amusing." She was a free woman, and lived in a free
iuutry, and she would go to the house of Mr.
. in spite of the beautiful Miss P., for Mr. R.
id said be should be glad to have her ocme
kenevcr rho had leisure or inclination.
" Luoretia brought from the cupboard shelf
ro ears of ocro, one rod and the other white,
id, shelling off come grains, we amused ouriruL. < an ..J i.' > AL.

fcr he was not very prosperous in his avocation,
and he had, beside, in hie heart a secret sorrow.
I do not think j ity akin to love, as ie generallybelieved, fcr I surely pitied him rincere'y, and
jet my heurt beat no factor, nor did my ejeashrink lrom his, when hie trembling hand held
mine, and his broken voice said he loved me.

a He is a very good young man, thought I;
I am sure of that, and if it is in my power, as
he aaye, to make him happier, ought 1 rot obviouslydo bo, and shall I not, withal, be doing
for myself as good a thing as I can hope to do *
That I reasoned tbes. is evidence now to my
mind that hie feeling found little reciprocity,
for truo love does not wait for reason.-to calculategain or Ices. Nevertheless he pleased
and interested me, and the more I saw him,
tho more he won n-y esteem, so that 1 an: persuadednow. that I m'ght have learned to love
him, bnt for the pride and arabitirn that pushed
him aside. True, I had somewhat subdned
these.1 thought they were quiie subject to my
will.till oamfl the severe test of placing them
forever b< yond my reach; for whatever 1 might
hope to do alone, cumbered with care and with
a weaker and le* resolute soul leaning upon
ine end weighing me down, how could 1 he, o.

to climb any eminence above 'hat of wife and
m *}t rf 1 did not thiuk then, as I do now,

'"Lotc is no eminence dbdvc the Iwatuafui
or es of wifehood and maternity. What pretty
pictures the young man drew with the cohrs
of fancy, as we sat together in the March
wcods! I was half won by their loveliness; and
if I did not add to the sunny hues, neither did
I dash them with the shadows of despair.
What a sweet oottago wo would have, and what
useful and quiet lives we would lead.the great
worm, -ta gutter ana noiiownese auae tcrgot,
all in all to each other 1 smiled at the young
man's enthusiasm, and replied, half jest and
half earnest, tnat I would ponder w hat he had
paid, and the first Sunday of April^ I would
meet him in the grove again.perhaps have
conclcded to WTite my name thereafter, Mary
Roberts. I spoke smilingly and lightly, but he
took up the words solemnly.repeating, ' Mary
Roberts ! God grant it,'-' and kissing the hand
he held, reverently, stood silent a moment, and
was gone.

"I watched till he was quite lost to view,
and then the tm mory of the words I bad spokencame back upon mo a troubling weight.
Roducing them to their strictest meaning, they
meant little, to be rare; neverthelers, they implieda great deal; that fact I could not thift
aside.

"Conflicting emotions tormented me, till at
last I gave way to a bitter crying, durirg
which 1 mads a thousand contradictory resolves.All the influences of nature about me
were soothing.the droning of tfco bees, the
tinkling of the watds along their shallow beds
of stones, the tapping of the woodpeckers, and
tho calls of the b!uc-Lirds, the cattle pasturing
along the hills, the grass growing gieen, an I
the first few flowers. 1 could nut long give
way to tears, with the warm sunshine on my
checks, and a feeling of sorrowful resignation
gradually took tho place of tho subsiding turbulence.Still I lingb.ed, till the smcko curlingaway from the chimney tops, and the long
shadows stre ohing frtm the leafier ,t truer, iud'eatedthe closing day. To feed my sorrow,
as it were, I conjured up sorrowful memories,
and amongst them came the death and burial
cf little Harry. No mother's voico to soothe
the labt anguish.no soft steps treading fondly
near his grave. It was nearly opposite where 1
sat; I could see the tree beneath wbicn it was
made ; and, partly to amuse my idleness, and
partly because the employment wa6 in keeningwith my mood, 1 began d'gging the violets
which gTew against tho log on which I *at,
with irj'cnt to plant theai r.b< ut the child's
grave. 1 soon bad my aprtn full, sx-ntlew, xoeptfor the ei*vfh about the root?, and through
tho shadrw that enmo after eumet. took r»y
way to the new burial-ground. Mingled with
thoughts of the dead child there were none f
the living father, I am sure, as I planted about
the sunken mound the woods' flowers.
"The grave was beneath a broad-spreading

peach tree, and there were fifty others stretchingalong the ridge between me and Mr. Richard*'*house, eo 1 felt quite tecure from observation.Tho gvt y of twilight was tinged with
evening, when 1 bad planted the last violet",
and. tossing off mv ho< d. fell to mendirr tha
Kruvo with the clods which I picked in my
hards. They were growing stiff and clunr y
in tho operation, aod 1 held them up, at a lo-s
what to do, wtcn a voice, which irart'ed ard
thrilled me, -aid.'This way. Mifj H'aktend,
you wiil find ?oaic water ;' and there, vittlog
on a rudo bench beneath ono of the orchard
trees, was Mr. Richards, as be evidently had
been during all my work.

" I did net blush nor stammer, as I excused
myself for having trespassed on his more sacredprivilege, for I was too profoundly rorrowfulto bo easily zncved, even by the presence
and words cf {be t an who from the first had
taken strange hold of my imagine'ion; and
turning in the direction indicated, I found u

grassy basin partly Oiled with cloar rain water.
My ablutions finished, I tied on my hood, and
was about retracing my steps, when the gentlemanjoined me, begging leave to oonduct me
by a more direct route. I thanked bine, and
wo walked along the slope tcgethor. As we
did so, he pointed out the localities of various
alterations and improvements he proposed to
make, asking my opinion of his plans, which
he scid were the growth of very slight experianoes;and he related some very eiocsicg accountscf the mishaps h>s want of agriculturalknowledge occasioned him. I referred him
to Mrs. Wilkinson, as the ablest counsel in
affairs of difficulty that I knew of; and, from
the serious opening, our conversation flowed
into a light and lively vein. Many times he
turned aside from the direct path, to point out
to me some beauty of the landscape, or some
field to which he designed applying a now
mode of cultivation, so that it was qiite dark
when we reached the White Ik use. Miss
Pinchum stood on the porch, ber arms folded
and her brows knit, evidently waiting one of
the parties before her.

u ' Really, Mr. Richards,' she exclaimed, as
we drew near, ' How you do try my patience! '

' Sapper waiting ?' he orkid, and continued:
Give us the pleasure of drinking tea with you,
Miss Halstsad, and I will then see yoc home,
if yon will allow me.' ' Yes, little girl,' joined
Miss Pinch urn, ' we shall be glad to have you;
we are so lonesome, Hairy and I, sines the
3eath of our little boy.' 4 Alioj Piaohuta,' re'pondedMr. Iliohards, in evident displeasure,
speak in the singular number, if you please'
Krni turning to me, renewed cordially proforof hospitality. I declined, a little coldly, I
;bink, and, assuring him that I wai quite ind
sendent of his further services, tovk my lonek>meway home.
"I bad been pleased, and the memory of his

brgetfulnets of me was softened, it may be, by
&is civilities, but my pride, as great as his,
would not gaffer me voluntarily to become Lis
gnash

Charley was not come home.Martha was
tick with a bead-ache, for the need, siie said, of
something suited to her appetite. Hetty was
worn ont with doing nothing, but afraid to
peep or move the wing, lest sho should brin j;
iown on "herself her mothet's displeasure ; and
Dike, seated at the tip of tho accustomed
pole, was bellowiDg for his r upper, no rr.dic-itionsof which had yet regaled his eyes. Iu
rain he had threatened to swallow stones, and
put an ond to his life.in vain threatened to
till Martha's cow.

_
SLo was not to be muvod,

»od eat placidly with her head oq her bur. a,
threaten and bellow as he would. He ought
10 endure what aho could, she said.they were
fcffjrers together. 4 Well Mary,' said my faIgl»d yon aro cocro j jour mother
s pght tick;' and, leading megc cue sid^ he
told me she thought die oould eat acute tea>isonits,and if 1 wouldmake tbcm he would bey
ne a new dress the first time he went to towu.

I taid l would mako the bU>c.ita, aside Jfrom
h? promise; 'butl wish, father,' I said, 4von
tad never eecn that woman i' He looked carerullyabout him. and, feeling safe, replied in a
shisper, 41 wi«h so too.'

" Other homes are aheerfoi, thought \ \ why
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reive Men of Maurice,' end the like. Cbaryglanced at roo now and then, in token cf
i keen appreciation of the broad drolleries of
0 widow, bat nevertheless the game a teemed
ODteitain bira as I had never known them
entertain Lioi till then, and Lucre-tin's smiiu
ib sweeter, and her voice lower and softer, I
ought, than previously. When the rooster
the bough at the door crew, for nine o'clock.

d widow said she would just clap on the tcattle,that we might have a little sup of
netbing warm to keep eff tho cold as we
rat home; for that she once knew a woman,
Lt she had a daughter, that she went out
to the night, and caught ber death of oeld.
" In vain wo tried to diesuado her from giv1herself useless tronhle.
M' Now ju*t mind your own bueaness,' sho reedto our entreaties, ' I'll have supper in the
sck cf a cow'# thnmb;' and, indeed, it seem
scarcely five minutes til! the bright tin teatwas smoking cu tho table, and the broiled
ni, and pcacb pretcrveB, and fret-h-haked
Viet cake#,' were ail in readiness ; and then
th what hearty cordiality fho urged us t<>
t- hot, indeed, I think, we required little
g:ng, f.<r to our juvenile appetites her excclitviands scfiiciently commended themselves.
Is and laughter enlivtnod the table; absence
ail rcetr.dnfc, and tho consciousness of being
icome, made me. for tho time, quito happy
larley, too, was sharing t»y plcaeuro, and ail
is obtained with ro little effort.
' I did not scorn Lucretia that night because
her simple mind and manners, but said,

thar, 'who of us all is muoh wiser? What
aid it avail ber to struggle against manifest
!t'.r;y, or why should she embitter the littlo
i potk.casi s by uscicf b end'-aver to obtain that
lich is beyond her reach ?'
U ft l_ .1 r*l 1 J
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fit out for homo, and t>o pleasant a wa:k we
d not taken together for a long while, in
te of the intense oold and the darkness
any tinoos nller this, during the winter, we
seated our visit to the widow Wilkinscn'8.*
" Sometimes Lucretia called at our house for
ittle while, as site went from place to plaoe
th the work which kcr mother had done ;
d as I saw her more she won upon my leve,
quiet and inoffensive was she always. Charrgrow more cheerful, and ocoaaionaily joinintho farm work, and I sunk into a sort of
ter reconciliation. In my walks to the pest
ce, I now end then met Dr. Roberts, and
uotimes he walked with roe to the gate of
mc; and though cur acquaintance did not
)greea toward intimacy, I felt that thet-e
iual ineotings aero a pleasure to h:m.a
roh greater one thau to me. Now and then
r. Richards crovscd frcm his farm to ours,
d conversed for an hour with my father
out agricultural matters, but ho seldom came
the house, where, indeed, hs had little cause
believe thero was any attraction for him, and
^fincd his visits to the orchard and the barn,
e exohanged salutations sometimes; but
ten I oould conveniently, I preferred to avoid
s. So the winter wore toward the March.
" My father gathered now courage as the
log drew near, and renewed the suspended
>ora with an enorgy which for a long time
d not been habitual to him. Hs believed a

ghter day was ooming for us, he said, and
arloy was grown such a oomfjrt. such an
ifcUnoo to him. Very often of evenings he
s gono frcm home, but I thought little more
h:s whsieabouts than Dote, who usually
tgeeted that he was in search of something
A to eat.not that 1 was so much aijsorbod
my own affairs, I was only indifferent to
irvthing. < J
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